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of the length of the road which they had covered,
and the melancholy nature of the journey. They
felt that while following the coffin they had crossed
the confines of life, and were already in the country
of the dead. On their right stretched the yards
of the marble-workers, the flonsts' shops which
supplied wreaths for funerals, displays of potted
flowers, and the economical furniture of tombs, zinc
flower-stands, wreaths of immortelles in cement, and
guardian angels in plaster. On their left, they could
see behind the low wall of the cemetery the white
crosses rising among the bare tops of the lime-treess
and everywhere, in the wan dust} they breathed
death, commonplace, uniform deaths under the
administration of City and State, and poorly em-
bellished by the pious hands of relations.

They passed between two massive pillars of
stone surmounted by winged hour-glasses. The
hearse advanced slowly on the gravel which creaked
in the silence. It seemed, amid the homes of the
dead, to be twice as tall as before. The mourners
read the famous names on some of the tombs, or
gazed at the statue of a young girl, seated, book m
hand Old Maury deciphered, in the mscriptionss
the age of the deceased. Short lives, and even more
lives of average duration, distressed him as being
of ill omen. But, when he encountered those of
the dead who were notable for the length of their